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answers, as if they knew everything beforehand and noth-
ing made any difference.
Now a gendarme was standing before them and say-
ing in a deep bass voice:
"Pavel Vlassov is said to be the chief instigator,..,"
"What about Nakhodka?" asked the fat judge lan-
guidly.
"He, too...."
One of the lawyers got up.
"May I have a word?" he said,
"Are there any objections?" asked the old man.
All of the judges seemed to be suffering from ill health.
An unwholesome weariness was expressed in their man-
ners and voices, and their faces showed this same weari-
ness and boredom. It was clear that they found all this
a strain—their uniforms, the courtroom, the gendarmes,
the lawyers, the necessity of sitting in their armchairs ask-
ing questions and listening to proceedings*
The yellow-faced officer of her acquaintance was now
standing in front of them and telling what he knew about
Pavel and Andrei in a loud, drawling voice.
"It's not much that you know," thought the mother as
she listened.
She looked at the people behind the bars without fear
for them, without pitying them. She could not pity them.
She could only feel love and astonishment—a quiet as-
tonishment, a poignant love. There they sat against the
wall, young and strong, paying little attention to the dull
talk of witnesses and judges and the arguments of the
lawyers with the prosecutor. Occasionally one of them
would laugh sarcastically and make a remark to his com-
rades, over whose faces would flit the same mocking
smile. Pavel and Andrei whispered almost uninterrupted-
ly to one of the lawyers for the defence whom the mother
had seen at Nikolai's the night before, Mazin, who was
more restless and excited than the others, listened to their
conversation. Sometimes Samoilov would say something
to Ivan Gusev, and Ivan would nudge him and try so

